72                       TENNYSON  AND   HIS   FRIENDS
When one would aim an arrow fair,
But send it slackly from the string ; And one would pierce an outer ring,
And one an inner, here and there ;
And last the master-bowman, he,
Would cleave the mark.    A willing ear We lent him.    Who, but hung to hear
The rapt oration flowing free
From point to point, with power and grace And music in the bounds of law, To those conclusions when we saw
The God within him light his face,
And seem to lift the form, and glow In azure orbits heavenly-wise ; And over those ethereal eyes
The bar of Michael Angelo.
TO JAMES  SPEDDING
ON THE DEATH OF HIS BROTHKK
The wind, that beats the mountain, blows More softly round the open wold,
And gently comes the world to those That are cast in gentle mould.
And me this knowledge bolder made, Or else I had not dared to flow
In these words toward you, and invade Even with a verse your holy woe.